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Or feede on nourifhingdifhes,or kecpe you warme. 
Or fuc to you,t'o doe a peculiar profit 
To your 


owne perfon : nay,when I haue a fuite. 
Wherein I raeane to touch your loue indeed. 

It fhallbefull of poife and difficulty. 

And fcarefull to be granted. 

Oth. I will deny thee nothing. 

Whereon I doe bcfecch thee grant me this, 

T o leauc me but a little to my felfc. 


Defd. Shall I deny you ? no, farewell my Lord, 

Oth. Farewell my Defdomona^’lz come to thee ftraigfot. 
Defd. Emillia, come,bc it as your fancies teach yon. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exit Defd.aud Em, 

Oth. Excellent wretch,perdition catch my foulc. 

But I doe lone thee,and when I louc thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 

Iag.\Ay noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay I ago ? 
lag. Did Michael Cafsio when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your loue > 

Oth, He did from firft to laff : — Why doeft thou aske? 
lag , But for a fatisfa&ion of my thoughts. 

No forth, rharmc. 

Oth. Why of thy thought Tago ? 
lag. I did not thinke he had beene acquainted With her. 
Oth. O yes, and went betwecnc vs. very often. • 
lag. Indeed ? 

Oth. Indeed'' Indeed/lifern'ft thou ought in that? 

Is he not honeft? 

lag. Honed my Lord? Oth. Honeft? I honeft, 
lag. My Lord, for ought I know. 

Oth. W Hat doeft thou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Oth. Thinke my Lord ? By heauen heccchoesme. 

As if there were fome monfter in his thought: 

Too hideous to be fliewne : thou did if meane fomething j 
l heard thee fay but now, thou lik’ftjuoc that. 
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when Cafsbhft my wife : what didft not like ? 

An d when I told thee, he was of my courfeil. 

In my whole courfe ofwooir,g,thou endft indeed . 

And didft contraband purfe thy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft fhut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible counfell : if thou doeft lo«e me, 

Shew me thy thought. 

lag. My Lord, you know 1 loue you. 

Oth. I thinke thou doeft, 

And for 1 know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weighefS thy words, before thou giue em breath. 
Therefore thefe flops of thine affright me .the more : 
For fuch things in a falfe difloyall knaue. 

Are trickes of cuftome; but in a man that’s iuft, 

They are elefe denotements, working from the heart* 
That portion cannot rule. 

lag. For Michael Cafsio, 

Idare prefumc,I thinke chat he is honeft, 

Oth. I thinke fo to. . , 

lag. Men fkould be that they feeme. 

Or thole that be nor,would they might feeme none. 
Oth. Certaine,men fhould be what they feeme, 
lag. Why then I' thinke Cafsio’s za honeft man. 
Oth, Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I preethee fpeake to me to thy thinkings : 

As thou doeft ruminate,and giue the worftofthougl 
The worft of word. 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to euery a 6! of duty, 

1 am not bound to that oil flaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts ? Why, fay they arc vile and falfct 
As where’s that pallace,whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fo pure. 

But lomevndcanely apprehenfions, 

Keepc leetes and law-d.ayes,and in SefGon fit 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Oth, Thou doeft confpirc againft thy friend/^, 
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